and no tidings of the poor man reached his afflicted wife. After the lapse of nearly half a-year, she was sitting, one beautiful moonlight evening, near the door of her house, when she saw the tall figure of a man, gliding slowly, leisurely, and with measured steps, up an avenue of trees, leading from the mansion to the main road. She watched the somewhat suspicious and singular movements of the stranger, as he occasionally stopped, and, with folded arms, gazed vacantly around him, first at the moon, then at the house, and afterwards at the tall trees skirting each side of the road. As he approached, his wife immediately recognised in the face of the mysterious stranger her long-lost husband, but, alas! he was a lunatic! During the night the wife heard the sound of footsteps stealthily approaching her room. Before she had time to secure the door, it opened, and her husband entered. 
